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Turning into Dust 


Author's Notes: 

Sry for mistakes, | was sick while writing this and honestly this shit is sick as well. 

And angsty and sad i guess. 

As u will see I'm not a big fun of Niklas, no hate obviously, so he's a huge piece of shit here. 


Anyways enjoy if u can and don't sue me or sth 


also that's my first time posting here so don't h8 :* 


He thought that he was dead before B's death, but if so, what was the state that he was in right now? Was 


that life? As painful, cruel and despicable as he could ever imagine? Yeah, that must have been life. 


Kim was just laying on his couch which still smelled like cigarettes. The cigarettes that B smoked here before. 
When he was still fucking alive. 


Memories of their, lets say happy life, overwhelmed Carlsson He was always depressed, longing for death and 
complaining about every damn thing, but there was always B who would listen with that smirk on his face, that 


always made Kim strangely calm. 

Suddenly pain exploded on his chest making him curl on the couch like a beaten kid. He felt his heart pounding 
like crazy, wanting to break his ribs and escape from his body. Kim wanted to cry, but he promised himself 
that he will never let any damn, pathetic tear escape from his eyes. The man started breathing slowly, heavily, 


trying to endure pain, but that was not the pain that would go away with only breathing. 


His hand searched for a knife lying on the floor, next to an already empty bottle of vodka. His long, skinny 
fingers didn't have enough strength to make any cut. 


"How fucking pathetic are you, Kim." his head twitched with an astonishment. "Do you need any help from your 
best friend?" 


From the shadows of a dark corridor appeared Niklas. That damn motherfucker, which was the last person Kim 
wanted to see. 


"You're not my best friend" hissed Carlsson shivering a little. He couldn't deny, that Kvarforth appeared out of 
nowhere like some kind of a demon. 


"Yep, honey." the older man approached Kim and gave him that motherfucking look full of despise. "Your best 
friend is dead now." 


"Get fucking lost Kvarforth" Kim wanted to beat the shit out of that man, but honestly he didn't have any 
strength to even get up." And before you do, tell me one thing, what the hell are you even doing here?" 


"Caring for my friend of course. You know, your door was open" 

"Whatever." Kim closed his eyes." Get the fuck off right now, Kvarforth." 

"Are you sure about that?" he felt the older man's hand grabbing the knife that he couldn't pick up. 

"YES!" Kim yelled. "Just get out 

With a dismay he felt Niklas' hand sneaking under his shirt and his warm fingers caressing gently his scars. 


"A few cm deeper and you'll be on my level Carl" Kvarforth's lips appeared right next to the younger man's 


ears. 
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"You cut yourself too deep again?" asked Jonas with a worried expression, which made Kim guilty. 


"Yeah, it looks like that" Carlsson tried not to maintain any eye contact with his friend. The blood was dripping 


slowly on the floor."Don't worry about that, it will heal quickly." 


"What are you even talking about?" B's hand touched his chin and made Kim look right into Jonas eyes. "Of 


course l'm worried about my best friend" 


Carlsson's heart skipped a beat. No one ever has taken care of him. He wasn't used to sensation of someone's 


hands gently putting bandages on his wounds. 


"Don't cut to deep next time Kim." Jonas smiled and patted his head. "I don't know long | will be on this world to 


take care of you.” 
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B was exactly that type- always caring, trying to put Kim's broken pieces into a whole, always somewhere 
around. But he wasn't here when Carlsson needed him the most. Instead, he had that piece of shit named Niklas 
sitting right next to him on his damn couch. 


Kim remembered when he met Kvarforth for the first time he was impressed by his strength. Although he 
had definitely more scars than he and they were much deeper, Niklas was strong. Insane. Sadistic. Cruel. And he 
knew that Kim was frantically trying to escape from harsh reality. 


And not to be mistaken, Kim never wanted any sympathy form anyone, except from Jonas sometimes, but 
Niklas was a complete opposite. He has never show any sign of sympathy. He was pure 
destruction that liked dragging people down to the damn bottom. And Kim probably would be there with this 


damn motherfucker if Jonas wasn't here. 
"You like what you're seeing Kvarforth?" asked Kim with washed voice. 


"You know exactly what | like, Carl" Niklas was playing with this damn knife all the time and that was making 


Kim crazy. 

"You saw enough. Now get out." younger man hissed with fury. 

"You need me Carl" Kvarforth suddenly stood up and grabbed the vocalist by his shirt. "And you know it. 
You're feeling pain, you don't know if you're alive right now or if you're dead. You want comfort and | can give 


you that." 


"That's the last thing anyone could expect from you."- they were looking at each other. Kim with indifference 


and Niklas with pure amusement. 


"That's amazing how well you know me, honey.” Kvarforth laughed and without any warning he teared Kim's 


shirt with bare hands. 


"Just fucking stop!" Carlsson tried to push his hands away, but Niklas was too damn strong. 
"You'll like that, | promise." he smiled with perversion and started unzipping his pants. 


Why the fuck hasn't he exercised more in the past? Why he rejected going to the gym? Why was he so 


fucking weak and powerless. 


Suddenly he felt that what was Niklas doing to him didn't really matter. What was the point of fighting back. He 


was already broken and this man couldn't broke him more than B's death did already. 

"Just fucking stop." Carlsson whispered, trying to stop that motherfucker last more time. "You're a piece of 
shit already, | don't know what were you doing with all those girls after Shining's concerts, but | pity them 
even if they were not drugged. Isn't that enough for you?- he looked right into older man's eyes.- You want to 
fuck a man? No, fucking rape a man? | didn't know you swing that way." 

Niklas laughed, just like the things that Kim threw at his face were funny. 


"| don't give a shit if you have a dick or a pussy. It's all about fun anyways." he said and unzipped Carlsson's 
pants. 


"You're fucking." Niklas‘ hand moved to Kim's throat and choked him. 


"What?" his face was dangerously close to Carlsson's. "Insane? Fucked up? Crazy? I've heard all of that and | 
don't give a shit." 


The air was slowly escaping Kim's lungs. He didn't care. He didn't mind dying at all. Maybe he could be able to 


see Jonas one more time. 
Niklas’ hand released him and caressed his face with false delicacy. 


"Do what you want.."uttered Kim. "I don't give a shit either. You can rape me, hurt me, kill me, | don't care. l'm 


already broken" 
That put Niklas in a genuine astonishment, but then he smiled awfully. 


"In that case I'll try to make it as pleasant as possible, honey." he smirked"To not to make you fall apart 
completely" 


Kim didn't respond. He just closed his eyes and waited without any movement. 
He felt Niklas' strong hands turning him over and roughly taking his pants of his body. 


Carlsson's face was buried in soft pillows which still smelled like Jonas, cigarettes, his cheap perfume. 


Niklas finger entered Kim quickly and ruthlessly. Carlsson bit the pillow trying not to scream when the second 
finger was added. 


"Ha." Kvarforth stopped for a second. "So | was wrong." 


Kim was almost thankful that he stopped for the moment that he used to adjust himself to this unknown 


sensation of something mercilessly penetrating him. 
"What?" he whined. 


| thought that you and B were fucking, but it seems like | was wrong." he laughed and thrusted two fingers in 
brutally. 


Kim felt like he was passing out. Every push was so painful that he was losing the contact with reality. And 
that fucked up idea of Niklas? 
The third finger was added and long haired man gasped loudly. 


"| can't." he cried out. 
"So fucking relax!" shouted Kvarforth slapping his ass. 


Jonas would never treat him that way. He would embrace him tight, kiss him gently. His strong hand would 


caress his hair.. 
Niklas run his finger through Kim's hair and then he pulled him up. His hand grabbed him by the neck. 


"Now prepare for something bigger." he licked younger man's face and in a one thrust pushed his entire dick 


inside him. 


Kim opened his mouth, but he couldn't scream. Never in his life has he felt such pain. Excruciating. 
Heartrending. After first moments of shock and unbelievable agony tears started to stream down his face. 


There was no point in stopping. He didn't have any control over that. 


"Crying?" Niklas fingers slowly moved from Kim's neck down. They were slowly touching his collar bones, nipples, 
scars on his ribs. Then he started moving inside him causing more pain. Even the deepest cuts never hurt like 
that. Kvarforth was slowly, incessantly tearing him. Like some wild animal which finally caught its prey and 


decided to play with it a little bit more. Kim knew that he was that pray to Niklas and that at the end he will 


be consumed. 


Kvarforth suddenly pulled younger man close to himself. His beard was irritating Kim's face. His hand was 


somewhere around his hip. 


"Does it hurt more than his death?" his tongue was licking off Kim's tears. 
"No." the vocalist gathered enough strength to not give any satisfaction to this motherfucker. 


"You sure?" Niklas started moving his hips even quicker. Younger man stretched out in agony and bit his lip to 
stop himself from shouting. But the tears were still falling down giving an evidence of his misery. 


"Yes." a weak whine escaped from his mouth. Niklas let him fall flat onto the pillows, his dick slipped out of 
Kim's ass. That gave him some time to regenerate. He slowly turned on his back and looked right into those 
insane eyes." | told you, I'm already broken" he knew that he was teasing the devil himself, but that bewildered 
look on Niklas face was encouraging him even more." You can fuck me all night long, cut me open and make me 
bleed to death, but all of this will never hurt as much as Jonas' death." 


Kim saw a fury in Kvarforth eyes. He overdid it. Niklas moved closer and Kim saw how actually big his dick 
was. He also saw blood mixed with precum. He wasn't even surprised. He was shivering when he was even 
thinking how his ass is looking right now. 


"You miss him that much?" Niklas grabbed a knife and slowly cut younger man across his chest. "So you might 
as well pretend that I'm him." 


His hands grabbed a piece of teared shirt and tied tightly Kim's eyes. 


"That's how he would touch you?" in his voice was pure anger and envy. His fingers touched dick and stroked 


him. Then he entered the younger man again. 


This time he was more careful. He was moving slower, sometimes hitting a certain point that in normal 
circumstances would made Carlsson cum, but he was now focused only on last bits of Jonas smell left on 


those damn pillows. 


He was imagining that that man penetrating him right now was B. That imagination hurt Kim more than 


everything that Niklas was doing to him. It hurt enough to make him cry again 


He loved him. He fucking loved Jonas. From that moment he saw him for the first time. It wasn't that thunder 


from the sky, dolphins clapping around, as seen in the movies, it was something harsh and sad. And now ended. 


Why didn't he tell Jonas how much he needed him all this time, how precious he was for Kim? Why? 


Tears were falling quicker. Kim started crying for real. He was broken, but now he was turning into dust. 
His hands found strong arms of that man who wasn't Jonas. His fingers touched every wound on his arms, 
moved to his neck. If he wasn't blindfolded, he wouldn't be able to do this, but he needed an ersatz of the man 


he loved. 


"B?" he whispered quietly placing his fingers on that man's face. That beard, moustache, that wasn't Jonas. His 


fingertips finally found his lips. 

He must've lost his mind. 

Kim embraced that man, who suddenly stopped moving and kissed him slowly. As if it was Jonas. His Jonas. 
That intimacy gave his strange feeling of comfort. 

The one that only Jonas could ever give him. 

Carlsson kissed that man a little bit stronger and caressed his thin hair with his fingers. 


Suddenly he felt warmth spreading through his stomach. Unfamiliar, almost unpleasant warmth of another 
man's cum. Still not Jonas’. 


He separated himself from that man. 

"Jonas." he muttered and run his fingers along the other man's face. 

"l'm not himll" he heard a scream and the cloth covering his eyes was suddenly gone. 
As much as he wanted to see B here there was only Niklas Kvarforth in front of him. 


Kim closed his eyes feeling numb. It was already too late. No one was able to replace Jonas. Even with his eyes 


shut. 


‘lim Niklas fucking Kvarforth you slut" Kim was totally indifferent to Niklas tantrum. "So don't fucking say his 


name when l'm fucking youll" 

"Jealous, huh?" Carlsson laughed. 

Those words left Shining vocalist speechless. 

"You didn't expect that to go that way, right?" he was getting cold. "You wanted me to cry because of you and 
your dam dick. You wanted me to be depend on you and whine your name when you're fucking me. | may be 
broken, but I'm still stronger than you, Kvarforth" 

Kim's eyes looked at that man with pure disdain 


"You'll never get what you want. Even if I'm on my knees l'm stronger than you, you piece of shit” 


"Get fucking lost Carlsson." 


Kim only smiled. 


